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~ Pe ‘ Total Trans Lit Explosion! It’s obvious that we are witnessing a trans liter- 

iis A ary boom right now. What better way to showcase our favorites than to 


; create an entire issue around the people we look towards when it 
comes to focusing on the evolution of trans storytelling? In this issue 
you'll enjoy a portfolio featuring some of the most groundbreaking poets 
in our community right now, words of publishing advice, interviews with 
some literary darlings, notes on how to get over writers block and get 
those feelings out onto paper and a ton more. Of course this issue 
wouldn’t be complete without a shirtless photo of a writer lying on his 
bed in a pigeon mask. 
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Buy books, or rent them at the library! Reading is beyond sexy! Trust us! 
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STONE ButTcH BLUES 


INSPIRES TRANS WRITERS 


Years earlier, for a piece that went unpublished until now, 
we asked writers to share with us how Stone Butch Blues 
inspired their lives. We have decided to publish these quotes 


now, in honor of Leslie Feinberg. 
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Two expressions come to mind when I think of Stone Butch Blues and the time period it 
conveys: “There is nothing new under the sun,” and “There but for the grace of God go 
I.” It was very special to me that the book took place in my home of upstate New York. 
I found myself both nodding in recognition and gasping in disbelief. It’s like a different 
kind of genealogy—a precious record that survived against the odds. And it’s one of the 
transgender community's (and certainly, the transgender writer's) only cultural references 
points to evaluate how far, and from where, we have come. 


—E.uiotr DELINE, AUTHOR OF REFUSE 


I read Stone Butch Blues later than I should have, 
in my late twenties. It showed me that my struggles 
for happiness and equality were nothing compared 
to the struggle of those who came before me, battling 
for actual survival. It taught me about legacy and 
responsibility, that others fought so that I could have 
my very existence and inspired me to play a part in 
progress for future generations. 


—NIck KREIGER, AUTHOR OF NINA HERE NOR THERE 


I remember that the first time I read Stone Butch Blues, I wept. It was like being handed 
a family tree I hadn't known about, a whole history of gender non-conforming people like 
me surviving in working class towns. 


—RAE SPOON, AUTHOR OF GENDER FAILURE AND FIRST SPRING GRASS FIRE 


I read Stone Butch Blues in 1995. And, although Fess Goldberg’s life seemed a million 
miles away from the life I was living in a conservative, Midwestern college town, this 
book gave me an incredible sense of possibility and marked the beginning of my own 
transformative process. 


-HaLe THOMPSON 
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Refuse 


An excerpt from the novel by 


Elliott DeLine 


rowing up, | had a speech impediment. | 

wish | could tell you that’s why | became 

a writer. I’d admit (after taking a sip of 
coffee and checking my reflection in the window) | still 
get tongue-tied in situations like this; it’s astonishing I’m 
even finishing my sentences. You’d confess you’re the 
same way: either excessively chatty or struck mute, with 
no middle ground. You’d say something else- something 
calculated, no doubt intelligent, and perhaps even 
pretty—but I’d be speechless. | ejaculated my words 
prematurely and can no longer perform. Disgusted and 
laughing, you’d abandon me. You always do. 


Adults always told me to read as much 
as possible. | imagine this was because 
they never did. When you're addicted to 
bookish perfection, you forsake face- 
to-face conversations, and devalue that 
which doesn’t follow a plot structure. In 
other words, you hate life. That’s the 
true reason | write. | fancy myself 
something of a tragic hero. By the end, 
| hope to beat out Hamlet, Heathcliff, and 
Holden Caulfield for that special place 
in your heart. 


| was always embarrassed to talk at 
school. The other kids didn’t need more 
ammunition. | already stood out, due to 

my crazy curls and oversized glasses. 

But I endured in silence, knowing my dad 
would read to me in bed. His deep voice 
brought the words to life, and those words 
protected me from harm. With eyes closed, 
the little brat in footsie pajamas no longer 
existed. | became the story. 


| had two usual requests. The tale | loved 
was Peter Pan; the tale | loved to hate 
was The Three Little Pigs and the Big Bad 
Wolf. My father thought it very clever to 
mock me. He would read, “Then I'll huff 
and puff and blow your house down! said 
the Big Bad Wup.” I'd always fall into the 


same trap and reply “Not, Wup, Wup!” | 
was unable to maneuver my three year old 
tongue to form the “f” sound but still knew 
it was wrong. My father would laugh, but 
to me it was no joke. | imagined huffing, 
puffing and blowing our own three- 
bedroom colonial to smithereens. But it 
was pleasurable humiliation; the habit- 
forming kind. | reenacted the scene every 
night, dooming myself to the sticky role of 
the masochistic toddler. 


And so today, if someone should ask why 
lam what | am, | will point my finger at 
well-meaning elementary school teachers 
and the authors of 1980’s parenting 
books. “READ TO YOUR CHILDREN. IF 
YOU DON’T THEY WILL BE NOBODIES.” 
Oh, what dark times these suburbs 

have known... Books would only fuel my 
piousness and gross over-identification 
with fictional characters. When most kids 
were settling into their gender roles, | was 
too consumed in my fairytale crusade. I 
eventually outlawed that wretched tale of 
anthropomorphized swine, not because 
of my inability to pronounce I's or f’s, but 
due to the final page. It described, ina 
reversal of nature, the pigs cooking the 
wolf alive, complete with an illustration 

of a barbeque. | questioned whether this 


supposedly big and bad wolf ever meant 
any harm. Maybe he only wanted to meet 
his neighbors. And were you not supposed 
to love your neighbors, unconditionally? 

| was something of a young animal buff, 
and | knew healthy wolves never harmed 
people without provocation (they did 

harm pigs, but | overlooked this). Canis 
Lupus was a shy species: gentle outcasts, 
defamed in children’s literature. It was 
human beings who hunted them to 
extinction in my home of New York State. 
Wolves were the real victim, and for this 
reason | brought the book to my mother, 
ordering she put an end to the injustice 

by stapling the last pages together. | then 
scampered off to draw pictures of wolves 
and pigs holding hands under rainbows. 


As an only child, | grew up a prince, 
convinced make-believe was a serious 
business and my desires trumped reality. 
But no matter how many rainbows 

| drew or how often | praised God’s 
misunderstood creatures, Nature had 

it in for me. The first harbinger of this 
reoccurring theme: my original name 
consisted of an | and two r’s- two 
consonants | always slaughtered. And 
so, when my father took me to his office 


cubicle and his co-workers towered over 
me, asking, “Hi sweetheart, what’s your 
name?” | always replied, in a shy, barely 
audible squeak, “Yahweh.” 


A decade and a half later, | would take a 
college course on the Bible and realize 
the blasphemy in this utterance. Not only 
had | broken taboo and spoken God’s 
name aloud, | had unintentionally ordained 
myself the Messiah. Though maybe | 

was on to something. In Hebrew, Yahweh 
translates as “He is.” The un-predicated 
god. Really, even the pronoun is 
superfluous (aren’t they always?). Perhaps 
my mispronunciation was prophetic. | 
wasn’t “Laura”, after all; | wasn’t the child 
they were seeing- not if | didn’t want to be. 
| was Peter Pan, the Big Bad Wolf, even 

a talking sea lion on occasion- but | was 
certainly not a little girl. | wasn’t anything 
yet, or maybe | was everything | would 
ever be. 


| am now twenty-two, and I haven’t 
changed much. | do not work and | 

no longer attend college. On my most 
productive days, | lounge around the same 
suburban house, striking bored, artistic 
poses. But more importantly, what am I? 


I've been called tomboy, lesbian, bisexual, 
asexual, it, androgyne, transsexual, 
transgender, gender-queer, plain-old 
queer, and the dreaded tranny-fag. None 
of these tags ever sat well with me. You’d 
assume this heap of titles would indicate 
many transformations over the course 

of my life, but you’d be wrong. Yahweh 
always was and unfortunately always will 
be. | have given up on any revelation or 
eschatological coming-out-of-the-closet. 
Unlike my kindred memoirists, there’s 
nothing | will beg you to believe. You see, 

| know I’m not a real man. | inject their 
hormones into my body, | assume their 
secondary sex characteristics, | play dress 
up, prowl about and live in their world, but | 
am not one of them. Nor am | otherwise. 


But there is a problem in this dodgy 
existence, and nowhere more obvious than 
in the Old Testament. Yahweh provides 
the Hebrews with a double bind: make 
no false figures of me, and yet talk about 
me ail the time. How the hell do you 

talk about something without assuming 
you understand it? How can you form 
sentences without predicates? This is 
the same problem | have encountered 
deciphering my own meaning, in a world 


where people force identities down your 
throat. Appropriately, | stick out my tongue 
and drop my trousers to the queers and 
straights alike. “I’m rubber and you’re 
glue,” little Lord Yahweh cries, thumbing 
his nose. “Sticks and stones, stick and 
stones! | know you are, but what am |?” 


Being so disagreeable on top of being 

a transsexual, how have I possibly 
functioned in our society? Easy: | haven't. 
What kind of anti-hero is ever well- 
adjusted? As I’ve already hinted, | do 
nothing but write incessantly, in hopes of 
easing my anxieties. And I’m willing to bet 
that’s all your fancy prophets and saints 
were doing as well. 


Like | said, gross over-identification. And 
this is just the beginning, sister. 


Refuse is available, along with Elliott 
DeLine’s other books, at elliottdeline. 
bigcartel.com 


For more info on the author, visit 
elliottdeline.com 


Figures 
by Emerson Whitney 


Figure 1. 


There’s a vague light in the comer of the frame, a wave of color rising. 
The trunk or a chest, some kind of life. Me? This is here-ness, a durational 
project, personhood that will eventually be “then.” 


In this photo, there’s a three year old holding my cheeks. I never thought 
I'd like someone who is three, the surprise is evident on my face. He’s 
holding me by my cheeks and saying, you’re Emerson, and I’m thinking, 
who? 


Clearly, from this photo (judging by my gaze and the slight purse of my 
body) I’m a person. Clearly, a living animal person. What do I feel like 
when no one sees? What if we—subject and object and witness—look away 
for a second? What happens? 


I scroll through photos of objects all day, our objects, our cats on 
keyboards, our lunch, our cats on our lunches, trans objects too, trans 
subjects splayed open on the internet in various states of “alive.” 


What if all of us look away for a second? What happens? 
Foucault says POWER: bodies, multiplicities, desires, forces. 
CA CONRAD says TOO MUCH WAR 


Once I asked Fred Moten how to go about not getting assimilated. He said 
Oh, and laughed, You already are. That’s the nature of a body, a heavenly 
body, any body. 

Figure 2. 
Sometimes I wish I had more control, that I could force myself and my 
body to match whatever it is you are thinking, that my identity could be an 


I’ve worked hard at the light on my cheeks, feeling the pressure of “cute, assertion and not a negotiation. 


afraid that someone will look at the photo and say child! Emerson Whitney 
looks like a child! I’ve pulled my shirt over my hips and am standing at 
an angle so as to appear boxy, less woman. I’ve put my tongue behind my 
teeth like I’ve been told makes a wry smile. I’m thinking: LIKE MY 
FACE! CLICK MY FACE! 


But the three year old says Emerson! 


I blink into the photo. 


I’m thinking Lacan: the subject is self divided or split between a wish for Emerson Whitney lives in Los Angeles. 
wholeness and the reality of fragmentation. emersonwhitney.com 


I’m thinking: sometimes, when speaking of myself in the third person, I am 
afraid to mess my own pronoun up. 


Uncle Lynnee’s 
Advice To Young 


Writers 


4 In List Form For Busy Guys 
By Lynne Breedlove 


Writing isn’t a talent. It’s a body of 
work. Here are some workout tips. 


1. Write everyday. Set up coffee the night 
before. If you’re not a coffee guy, become 
one. If your first beverage of the day is 
beer, good luck. You're not Bukowski. That 
guy had extra brain cells. He could soak 
‘em all in whisky and still churn out genius. 
| guarantee this will not be you. 


2. Get a notebook and favorite pen. | like a 
box of medium blue gel ink rollerballs and 
a leather bound notebook. Sexy. Words 
come out the fingers onto the paper. But 
I've been known to write on a $1.29 Iron 
Man cardboard lined notebook for teenage 
boys and a ballpoint from Office Max. Just 
get it out. 


3. Put these tools by your bed or if you 
have an outside chill spot, drag that and 
your coffee out there. | like to hole up, write 
down who fucked up, why I’m pissed, or 
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what hottie | dreamed about. By page 
2 I'm writing relevant shit fit for public 
consumption. 


A. Write at least three pages a day to 
dump crap clogging up your brain. Only 
then does decent stuff start to roll out. 
Counts as autotherapy. Free and private. 


5. If you end up famous like Kerouac 
they’ll posthumously publish your journals, 
so don’t put anything down you wouldn’t 
want anyone to know now or later. Maybe 
you don’t want your girlfriend to find out 
you’re boinking her bestie. That’s why they 
used initials back in the 19th. Discretion 

is the better part of valor. That means 
keeping your indiscretions discreet or 
don't fuck up. If you find you’re significant 
others do keep reading your journals, 
you’re either fucking around or not 
“sharing” enough with them. The beloveds 
like it when you talk about yourself. | think 


it’s called intimacy. Keep the drama on the 
page and outta your bedroom. Lock up 
all writing until edits are done. A cabinet 
where you stash your firearms is good. 
Store bullets separately. 


6. Rewrite and edit on a laptop. Longhand 
comes out more emotional. Then get in 
there and cut it up, 
ruthless, math brain, 

on a machine. Nobody 
wants to read your diary, 
except your love thang. 
Edit, edit, edit. 


'g. Post, blog or read 
out. Get a feel for your 
effect. Maybe you love 

it but nobody else does. 
If you were trapped on 

a desert island you’d 
write love letters in the 
sand and that would be 
enough. But in the world, 
it’s an energy loop. Test your product. 
Change direction or stay on course based 
on what you and your audience like. 


ss. When you hit the big time, someone 
else will edit you. Don’t be precious. 
Sometimes you have to refuse for a week 
and fold your arms and swear at the edits. 
Then negotiate a couple and say yes to 
the rest. 


9. Tell on yourself. In order to get real with 


them, get real with you. This requires work. 


You snowboard the Himalayas? You’re a 
Dharma Punk? Talk about your failures. 
No one cares about guys who never lose. 
Readers want to be inspired by how you 
overcame adversity. Get deep but not 


embarrassing; you do want to get laid. 
Your writing is a permanent ad for you. 
And like lovers, your audience wants you 
vulnerable, not pathetic. Change names to 
protect the guilty. Call it memoir fiction or 
wait ’til all parties are dead. 


10. Be straight up journalistic about 
emotional shit. Steer clear of 
maudlin. Death, destruction, 
and heartbreak, yes, but just 
break down what happened. 
If it’s sad, they'll cry, if it’s 
funny, they'll laugh, without 
instruction. 


Al. Find your voice. Write 
like you talk, take out half 
the fucks, add some poetry. 
Read it out loud to hear 
whether it sounds clunky or 
like something you wished 
you’d said in real life. 


12. Create content. Do 
shit. Hemingway went to Spain to fight 
a war against fascism and went down in 
history as a guy with integrity even though 
he offed himself. People believed what 
he wrote. Travel. Take risks. Get naked. 
Jump off shit. Fly or climb to great heights. 
Navigate land, sea and air in as many 
vehicles as you can master. Swim under 
a full moon off the coast of Mexico and 
wonder if there are sharks. Go where you 
don’t speak the language and make babes 
laugh. Do something your parents hate and 
you love. 


Live. Write. Cut out the boring stuff. Not 
easy, but simple. 
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Corner 
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My Skin 


by Christian Lovehall 


my skin is not a crime 

| am not a gansta 

or a pranksta 

Im not even a rapper 

maybe a hero in a HipHop chapter 
but you see 

my comeéiaaeatn 

inspires fear and laughter 


and fingers curled tightly around 
purses 


as if my purpose 
is to chase after 


white women who only carry credit 
cards, 


lip stick 
and privelege in pretty pocket books 
. police who take triple looks 


comparing my potential to drug 
dealers, hoodiums, 


and crooks 
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praying | find freedom in written 
books 


but all | find is the murder that she 
wrote 


around a black man’s throat 
with stigmas and profiles 
that cause me to choke 

on this Obama-fied Hope 

my skin is not a crime 

| am not a basketball player 
or a gang member 

1am not on the DL 

and Im definitely not ya nigga 


Im not a threat to one race or 
another 


Im a black man with pride 
better known as a brotha 
and | am beautiful as ever 
my skin is not a crime 


| may live in the ghetto 


but I refuse to die in the ghetto 
or in these so called inner cities 


where our childrens lives are 
shortened 


while singing their ABC’s 
minds and hearts 
infected with HIV’s 

while 

college degrees 

blow in the wind 

like pipe dreams that scream 
to be realized 

my skin is not a crime 
lam not a statistic 

lam a person 

talented and gifted 
proving wrong 

the lies 


that your miseducation 


has scripted 

my skin is not a crime 

it is not contagious 

and my pride is not a notion 
that is racially outrageous 

but rather it is courageous 
timeless 

and ageless 

it is why 

my ink spills on these white pages 
and it is the ONLY reason why 
innocent babies are 

raised to be racist 

my skin is not a crime 

but 

your 

ignorance 


iss; 
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Lewiston 


by Kit Yan 


It’s been two nights, 

Twenty conversations, 

A Grindr profile, and a Craigslist Ad, 

| notice one post a week in the men for men section, 
| notice five active people on Grindr, 

And even fewer with profile pictures. 


Every person | talk to not “out,” 

Every person in a self-described closet, 
In this mill town, | meet- 

Married and straight, 

On the DL, 

Full of secrets. 


| know I am lucky, 

Big city, prides, play parties, 
Full-faced sex, dungeons, and queers, 
And | ask myself to remember that- 
Identity is a luxury. 


My surfer boy tells me he cannot send a face pic, 
He needs to be discreet, 
We meet in my motel, 
The room is dark, 
The sheets are stained- patches of oxidized blood, 
Reds and browns, 
The bed is unmade, 
' The walls are worn with anonymous sex. 


We do not meet for drinks, 

No dinner, no date, 

No one in this town can see us, 
No one can know. 
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We do not take lightly the safety of these four walls, 
This creaky bed, the lumpy pillows, 

The internet, the wireless, 

The shelter of the cigarette smoke soaked curtains. 


We are headless horsemen, 
We are faceless ghosts, 
We are brilliant, beautiful nobodys tonight. 


l ask him what it’s like to be gay here, 
He doesn’t know. 


| fuck him slow, 

My mouth on his belly, 

My mouth on his thighs, 

My hands on his calves, his ankles, 
My breath on his desire. 


He fucks me hard, 

Urgent, full weight, all the way, 
Hungry. 

His hands on my ass, 

His hands around my neck, 
His gut against mine. 


We take pleasure in this hour, 

Never taking for granted this warm feeling of skin against skin, 
Condom on hard cock, 

Hot cum inside latex inside our bodies. 


We praise the nasty, 

We praise the dirty, 

We praise forbidden, and 

Let the threadbare sheets wash over our sins. 
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Closed Sky 


by Ching-In Chen 


Morning rose empty 
as pigeon, beak 
on horizon. 

Cleanse. 
Someone else, another body 
cooks in dense air. 


What song lives each 
time sun goes out. 


Lightbulbs then, wood 
oil flames. 


* 


Someone cleans sea. 
A body fragrant in air breaks 
molecules and surface. 


This body cleans 
surface. A song comes 
out to peck and pray. 


Sun feeds on prey. 

Make body alight 

Rest thing which 

can’t stay 

infection 

A pathogen cleans fragrant 
body. This body eats 


skin, repeats song 
in infected moring. 


Whatever abnormal has 
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no story. | composed 
my host and what they 
replicate. | fear 

only to repeat. 


* 


Pathogen clean body 
fragrant a body in morning 

a rose inert against its agent 
sun feeds this coat 


An envelope of protein. 
A surrounding system 
of damage. A host 
makes body light 

and break. 


- 


Look, no one cleans sea. Their 
surface recombines with dirt. 
Molecules another bird. 


Pathogen in morning 
song insect flying into sun 


* 


Look, sea does not want to 
participate. No one on the side of 
sea. 

Oilslick mouth is a her. 

What does not close is a skin next 
to skin. 


Drops of a body birds come to 
host. 


From Passing. oe 


by TC Tolbert 


| believe a line set down 
at any point in space is 


infinite. The body is a collection 


of linear. Crepuscular. 


If | believed in little arrows 


shooting off the end of every i 


I'd be asking for it. 
I'd be taking over. 


The body doesn’t need that. 
The body is retractable. 


Touch me. 


We'll become less one. 


| keep thinking | want to 
fall in love with you but love 
is so much constancy and. 


Dumb. 


| say nothing / about my vagina 

and nothing stays. Nothing stays 
saying it. Nothing vaginas. 
Vaginas stay nothing. Nothing says 
vaginas in the room. 


lis too many words. 


Published in Gephyromania (Ahsahta Press, 2014). 
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After Reading 
Leelah Alecorn’s 
Suicide Note on 


Tumblr 


by Hl. Melt 


When | was 14, | learned what transgender meant 


| turn on a bath 
the water is 
too hot 4 


! immediately told my mom, and she reacted extremely negatively, 


| light a rainbow candle 
watch the rage melt 
into orange 


telling me that it was a phase, that | would never truly be a girl, 


the headline reads 
“Boy, 17, hit and killed 
by semi on I-71” 


that God doesn’t make mistakes, that | am wrong. 


the basketball team 
is planning a moment 
of silence 


If you are reading this, parents, 


and | wonder 
if they even know 
who to mourn 


please don’t tell this to your kids. 
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There in the dusky 
blue 


by Samuel Ace 


December 22, 2013 at 5:53 AM 


There in the dusky blue a pillow of 
dark we ate currants we ate palms 
there in the dress court brandy poured 
into flower pots and the threshing 
floors of children running toward dawn 
ten of them playing in the long factory 
corners down by the leaden windows 
we would walk to them leaching 
minerals from quarter bones until we 
saw a thermos of brittle and urgent 
knows their leaky hearts in this the 
hunch the humid and tropical barrel of 
coasts where the hurricanes the 
waiting bombs the trucks the every day 
the steeples we had a list 


A carpeted village of what was said in the doctor’s white office a hidden 
secret of boys who liked baseball trucks race cars and little MGs who loved 
mud boys who knocked over every toy on the white coat floor who threw 
their genders across the room so maybe just maybe the doctor would die 
from a hidden head injury caused by the flying playskool bus 


There was a steeple and he flew to the top and the children were tiny dots 
an early intervention an early lesson in perspective 


The bars on the hospital bed tasted of metal and he gnawed on them in his 
sleep he threw up on them in the morning he tried to leave and the air was 
no longer blue just dim with clouds of grey with no comfort at all then his 
dog lay down with him on the floor and he put his head in her belly of fur 
he was a feather and the door was a swinging force of wind on that street 
of Indian paintbrush where there was a campus of churches 
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The Poem Is Written 
On The Body 


by Jody Rose Helfand 


’ve studied myself as carefully as a poem 
printed with and without the comma, 

with and without italics, 

to see which version reads best. 


My body has been revised many times, 
letters changed, words scrutinized. 
The surprises never stop. 


t : BI = =: 
“AN @ : 


Christian Lovehall Eli Clare lives in H. Melt lives in Kit Yan lives in 


| could wake up tomorrow aka WORDZ The Poet Vermont. Chicago. Brooklyn, NY. 
with a hairier back and larger feet. presenter in New eliclare.com hmeltchicago.com kityanpoet.com 
Or a bigger penis, Reverbnation.com/ 

WordzThePoetEmcee 


once the size of an apple seed, 
then finding its shape after months of swelling and growth. 


I've been told it’s still growing, 
a mimicry, trying to reenact puberty. 


Seeing myself can be as exciting as a trip 
that’s been planned for years, 

and as frightening as the airplane landing 
in the middle of a lightning storm. 


The poem is written on the body, 


: eee TC Tolbert lives in Ching-In Chen lives Samuel Ace lives in Jody Rose Helfand 
and | observe closely, a spectator in the body’s field, Tucson, AZ. in Milwaukee, WI. Tucson, AZ. lives on the island 
aware of its revising. tetolbert.com chinginchen.com trickhouse.org/vol16/ of Oahu. 

samuelace/samace. jodyrosehelfand.com 
html 


_ 
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You Didn’t Even 
Know This Shit 


1. Twelfth Night Shakespeare, being 
a badass, wasn’t one to shy away from 
trans themes. Ever. At all. However unlike 
some of the more obvious trans plays, 
Twelfth Night digs into the implications 
(comic and tragic) of moving between 
genders and bodies. It’s a play about 
choice, with the awesome distinction 

that for once the choice of who to love is 
secondary to the choice of who to be. 


2. Hamlet Yes, Shakespeare again. But 
hear me out. By the time Hamlet meets his 
tragic end, we’ve seen his life unravel ina 
giant metaphor for the trans experience. 
Oh, so you’ve come back home to find 
your father is dead, and you’re the only 
one who knows the truth about it? And 
your mother refuses to hear that truth, 

or acknowledge the fact that you have 
emotions that she can’t understand? Oh, 
and your friends are totally fucking useless 
because they don’t understand you either? 
Oh, and your girlfriend doesn’t get you 
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Was Trans*! 


A Literary List By Henry Giardina 
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either? Yeah, we've all been there--and 
we’ve all nearly gone crazy, too. At the 

turn of the 20th century, the theory that 
Hamlet’s character was born a woman was 
being taken so seriously that the Germans 
made a movie based on it, starring Asta 
Nielsen, and throwing in a whole crazy 
extra storyline in which Hamlet’s problem 
is that he has been misgendered all along. 
Layers upon layers, people. It’s real. 


3. Monsieur Venus This is a book 
by a woman who referred to herself as 
“Rachilde, Man of Letters” and Oscar 
Wilde was obsessed with it. If you read 

it, you'll see why. A woman makes a man 
her lover, and then decides it’s not quite 
enough for him to be her lover. He’s got 
to be her mistress. So together they try to 
switch genders, and it totally works—so 
flawlessly that our hero, the eponymous 
Monsieur Venus, gets challenged to a duel 
by the end. And nothing, in 1884, is more 
manly than that shit. 


4. Lieutenant Nun 

The Autobiography of Catalina de Erauso- 
Hey, did you know that there is a person 
from actual history who began her life as 
a nun and then later decided, “Fuck this 
noise, I’m going to be a soldier?” It’s not 
the plot of Mulan. It’s real fucking life. In 
the 17th century. And it’s all in this book, 
in which Catalina de Erauso details her 
life as an ex-nun who escapes from her 
convent to spend most of her life passing 
for a man in the Spanish army. None 
badder, none rawer. 


5. Cerebus Cerebus the Aardvark, 

an epic 90s graphic novel in about 300 
installments, is not only a brilliant read, 
but features a main character who is an 
ass-kicking aardvark in the future, blessed 
with a uterus and both male and female 
genitalia who identifies as male, and refers 
to himself in the third person. Need | say 
more? Probably, but I’m not going to. 

Just read it. 


6. Metamorphoses There’s just no 
genderfuckery like the genderfuckery 

of antiquity. In Ovid’s poem, characters 
change from male to female on a whim, 
combine to form beautiful, intersexed 
deities, and give up human form altogether 
in favor of something way more awesome. 
And then there are some characters 

who try to have sex with trees. It’s all in 
there, folks. 


7. Mrs. Henderson Two English 
schoolboys in the 50s are having a 
disagreement about whether or not girls 
have penises. One boy is making the 
case that they don’t. To which the other 
says, but that’s impossible, because my 


mom definitely has one, I’ve seen her 

pee with it. At which the first boy thinks: 
fucking cool. Francis Wyndham’s short 
story is, depending on how you look at 

it, outrageously offensive or damned 
subversive: Either way, it’s like nothing else 
ever written. 


§. Attis In Catullus’s poem, the very 
confusing myth of the cult of Attis is 
partway explained. Sort of. It goes 
something like this: Attis’s mom got 
pregnant by putting an almond in her 
cleavage (yup) and gave birth to Attis, a 
boy. In later life, Attis gets cursed so that 
he’ll go mad and cut off his male genitals. 
After doing this she starts referring to 
herself with female pronouns and becomes 
a kind of earth mother and a cult figure. 
It’s all worth it for the lines: “Attis runs with 
mad energy into the woods. He was 

a handmaid in these woods all his life.” 


9. Against Nature This is another 
Oscar Wilde favorite. In Huysman’s book, 
the decadent hero Des Esseintes meets 
an American acrobat named Urania, and 
fantasizes about a transformative bout of 
sex with her which would change her into 
a man, and himself into a woman. But real 
life sex proves less exciting by far, and he 
dumps her. Ah, the old, familiar story. 


Henry Giardina is a writer living in 
Massachusetts. His work has appeared 
in The New York Times Book 

Review, The New Yorker.com, 

The Paris Review Daily, 

New York Magazine, and 

The Believer, among 

other publications. 


Cooper 
On Cooper 


Action 


A Conversation with T Cooper 
By Cooper Lee Bombardier 


PHOTOGRAPHED BY AMOS MAC 


THE LITISSUE 31! 


T Cooper is the OG of transmale 
| publishing. He is the author of 

seven books, including the recent 
nonfiction Real Man Adventures, a medita- 
tion on the subject of masculinity. His 
novels include Lipshitz Six, or Two Angry 
Blondes and The Beaufort Diaries, as well 
as the four-part Young Adult novel series 
entitled Changers, which he is co-writing 
with his wife. 


Cooper Lee Bombardier: There is this 
myth of a “writer’s life,” where someone 
sits at a typewriter in a cabin wearing 

a heavy-knit woolen sweater, writing 

all day. What does your “writer’s life” 
look like? 


T Cooper: When | was younger and had 
fewer responsibilities, | could always carve 
out time, stay up all night if needed. And I 
used to go to writers’ colonies for month- 
long stays, where I'd drop out of life and 
just write, like boot camp. But | don’t think | 
would do that now. 


CLB: I think the biggest thing is to have 
some kind of regularity, even if it is 
“irregular.” A consistent contact with 

the work. 

TC: Yeah. Now | just cram in work any- 
where | can. This is an art, but it’s also a 
job, so | tend to treat it as such. | write like 
there’s a scary fucking dragon breathing 
fire over my shoulder all the time. And I’m 
not saying it’s like coal mining or sewing for 
17 hours a day in a windowless sweatshop, 
just that it’s not like this joyful process, like 
I’m loving every second I’m creating my 
important and beautiful “art.” 


CLB: Do you feel the cold, fishy breath 
of the grim reaper of publishing huffing 


Se 
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down your neck? 

TC: It’s hard not to. | spent all these years 
trying to get as good as | possibly could 

at what | do, but the world has changed: it 
doesn’t value those skills as much, in fact, 
you can have a great deal of success these 
days even if you haven't worked very hard 
to get as good as possible at your craft. 


CLB: Perhaps that is the downside to 
the need for constant internet content: 
quantity trumps quality. 

TC: And writers are getting compensated 
less and less for the same work. So, like 
species who will die if they don’t adapt, I’m 
trying to branch out into other realms, like 
TV, so | can support my family, but also do 
work that | care about and am skilled at. 

A privilege, | know. | do believe writers are 
our cultural canaries, though. Look around, 
people: your canaries are dying! 


CLB: Back to the coal mines. The meta- 
phor for our conversation. 

TC: With the glow of the iPhone screen 
lighting our way! I’m just not sure the inter- 
net is generally a writer’s best friend. | value 
the traditional editorial process so deeply, 
and those sort of relationships just aren’t 
happening as much these days. Writers 
need to write drafts, to let shit sit for a bit, 
and they need a good editor pushing them 
to make work as strong as possible before 
it goes out into the world. Publishing every 
random thought and impulse is diluting. 

If everything matters, then how can 
anything matter? 


CLB: Il agree. We should develop an 
app that causes a timed delay between 
pushing the “publish” button and the 
actual posting. 

TC: That’s such a good idea, it could use 


the same technology as those DUI gadgets 
attached to cars’ ignition switches. 


CLB: I think this quickness has cheap- 
ened a lot of conversations. So in what 
ways are you adapting? 

TC: It was really fortifying to be part of 

a BBC America TV series, even if it got 
canceled last year. And I’m starting to work 
on another show now. | love learning a new 
craft, especially such a collaborative one. 


CLB: And how is collaborating with [your 
wife] Allison (who is also a seasoned 
writer and journalist) on TV and the YA 
series? 

TC: I never really envisioned collaborating 
on creating narrative with somebody else. | 
co-edited an anthology and did zines, and 
was in a performance troupe, and planned 
events at a collective bookstore and all that 
for years—but actually writing stories with 
somebody, that’s an entirely different bag. 
But when you trust the person you're doing 
it with, trust her skills and instincts and 
overall approach to the creative process, 

it ends up making the final product even 
stronger, even if there are sometimes 
disagreements. It’s only because we both 
care so much. 


CLB: Is there a way that that push-back 
between you two makes you a better 
writer? 

TC: It probably does. | feel like I’ve always 
done that for myself, too. Meaning, there’s 
rarely a time I’ve written something and 
been like, WOW, that is SO good, I’m awe- 
some, drop the mic. 


CLB: Totally. | hardly ever feel like that. 
When I started out “really” writing, it 
was to perform spoken word. I'd write 


something, perform it, then drop it. It 
took me years to see that the revision 
process is as much a part of writing as 
the creation process. 

TC: And in collaboration, now there’s a 
second person there acting in that role, two 
sets of eyes on bullshit patrol. 


CLB: I love that: “bullshit patrol!” 
TC: Would you say that you feel more vul- 
nerable writing fiction or nonfiction? 


CLB: Nonfiction is the most vulnerable, 
because | am holding a microscope 

up to my biggest personal losses and 
failures. What about you? And how are 
your recent forays into nonfiction treat- 
ing you? I first came to know your work 
through the fantastic novel Some of the 
Parts, in the early-2000s. And Lipshitz 
Six, so good. Lots of historical research 
and Eminem and trans-in-the-streets 
realness. And airplanes! 

TC: Goddam, those books feel so ancient, 
and | would change so much... | suppose 

| felt most vulnerable writing the nonfic- 
tion Real Man Adventures, even though it 
blended genres. That was the most exposed 
I’ve ever felt, because it was ostensibly 
about me. I’ve never really been predis- 
posed toward the autobiographical “1.” 


CLB: What I loved about RMA was that 
it was such an unapologetic musing on 
what all this trans biz is about, and it 
was funny, personal, and multivalent, 
and really wasn’t toeing some PC trans 
narrative line. Like, it was just one 
person exploring this for themselves 
without trying to carry all of trans-dom 
on their back. 

TC: | tried to resist those impulses. | think 
the wider world really likes a “journey” 
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memoir to walk you through it and explain 
how it is for everybody. But it’s never that 
simple nor universal, and to me, while 
there’s room for that type of story, I’m just 
not interested in writing it. 


CLB: That’s what I think is so excel- 

lent about this moment in trans writing. 
There’s enough reach and audience for 
work to take on all manner of literary 
risk. Not to belittle anyone’s journey 
memoir, because those are important 
books, too. But the journey always 
seems to end with transition, like “Tada! 
I'm a dude now.” [Bows.] What about the 
rest of your fucking life? 

TC: We all have missing pieces. We’re all 
just trying to figure out what they are, and 
fill those gaping holes in our lives. Some- 
times it’s about gender, sure, but rarely 
gender alone. 


CLB: It’s interesting that we were both 
writers before we were trans, maybe. In 
some ways we are both saying that our 
identity is formed more around what we 
“do,” rather than being tented up around 
our genders. But at the same time, my 
gender experiences throughout my life 
are certainly a lens through which | view 
so much that I do end up writing about. 
Perhaps one cannot escape his or her 
own location. 

TC: | agree. People took me as “female” 
when | started publishing, and | transi- 
tioned, pretty much, in early career, and 
have published the last what, four or five 
books as unequivocally a dude. | wouldn’t 
say | write about my transness (except 

in RMA), though of course many fictional 
characters are reflective of my interaction 
with the world AS who | am. Or was. If that 
makes sense. 
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CLB: It makes total sense, and the same 
here. It was all in my writing even when 
the writing wasn’t trumpeting “trans.” 
Do you tell your students you’re trans? 


CLB: In the university setting I do not, 
though it’s not a secret. My purpose is 
to push them to become more skillful 
at writing, not to trot out my personal 
identity. What about you? 

TC: Exactly the same for me, and for the 
same reasons. Of course they can read 
all about it online, and probably do, but in 
the classroom, it’s Professor Cooper, and 
that’s that. 


CLB: Students call me Professor Coo- 
per, too! Reminds me, recently a student 
asked why | didn’t offer a trigger warn- 
ing for Close to The Knives by David 
Wojnarowicz. They told me the book 
was “damaging,” and | felt like saying, 
you know what was really triggering? 
Watching all of these people you love 
dying horrible deaths because the ho- 
mophobia and ineptitude of our fucking 
government. 

TC: Holy shit, | also had this student at 
Emory last semester who freaked the fuck 
out when Scott Turner Schofield visited 
workshop to talk a little about dialogue 
and showing vs. telling. | didn’t “prepare” 
the students, | mean, what would | say? 
“Just so you know, children, a transsexual 
will be visiting class tomorrow.” Fuck that, 
they’re adults, it should be no different from 
anybody’s writing | present. Anyway, the 
minute Turner disclosed, this kid, who’s 
like, seemingly pretty smart and aware, 
started having what seemed like a panic 
attack or something, and quickly gathered 
his belongings, came over to me and whis- 
pered, “I ca—, | ha—, |, |, I’m gonna—” and 


bolted out the door. Now, he could’ve just 
received a text saying his beloved Peepaw 
just died, but it was curious timing, and | 
don’t know, man. Just sit with your discom- 
fort for a minute. If something scares you 
or moves you, up or down, good or bad, 
whatever, then sit with it a little and try to 
get your head around it. That’s what we’re 
all here for, right? 


CLB: | just think there is a huge dis- 
tinction between an act of violence, 
homophobia, transphobia, misogyny, 
racism, etc., and a representation of 
those things couched in the context of 
a work of art. Especially when you look 
to how the work of art is critiquing those 
bias (or not). 

TC: This reminds me, my guardian auntie 
Kate [Bornstein] just sent me a cute picture 
of herself wearing her gold “Tranny” neck- 
lace, and it got me thinking about language 
and how for me, | can’t think of anything, a 
word or image or piece of writing, noth- 

ing that would offend me so much as to 
request that somebody else not use it. 


CLB: | get really fucking sad when I see 
people attack our elders over things 
like word choice. Where were you when 
Kate, or even | for that matter, was us- 
ing the T-word to refer to ourselves? 

| started performing trans writing 20 
years ago and started T 13 years ago. 
After being told we are wrong by so 
many people for so long, why do we 
think it’s okay to hammer other trans 
people’s self expression? I get that 

the T-word can be offensive if used by 
non-trans people as a pejorative, but 
what about trans people being allowed 
to have some self-determination about 


what we call ourselves? I have used the 
word privately in the past to refer to 
myself, but | would never call you that, 
unless I knew you wanted me to. 

TC: You can call me that any time. 

Do it now. 


CLB: No. End of rant. 

TC: | still prefer “transie” over “tranny” any- 
way. So do you think this interview will help 
people tell us apart from now on? 


T Cooper has also written for television, radio, and 
a shit-ton of magazines, journals and newspapers, 
from The New Yorker to Esquire, The Believer 

to O: The Oprah Magazine. Cooper earned his 
M.F.A. in fiction from Columbia University, and is 
a long-time denizen of New York City, where he 
was active in the Lower East Side (and city-wide) 
literary, publishing and performance scenes be- 
ginning in the mid-1990s. Cooper lives in Atlanta 
and NYC with his wife, two daughters, and two 
pit bulls, and is currently a visiting professor in 
creative writing at Emory University. 


Cooper Lee Bombardier is 
also an OG transman writer 
+ and visual artist based in 
Portland, Oregon. In 2014 

the Huffington Post named 

- him one of “10 Transgender 
» Artists Who Are Changing The 
Landscape Of Contemporary 
Art.” His writing is appears 
in various publications, from The Rumpus to 
CutBank, Cavalcade to Lambda Literary Review, 
in addition to several anthologies, including From 
the Inside Out: Radical Gender Transforma- 
tion, FTM and Beyond, Trans/Love, and Sister 
Spit: Writing, Rants and Reminiscence from the 
Road. A veteran of the original Sister Spit tours, 
he has performed and exhibited art extensively. 
He teaches writing at Portland State University, 
University of Portland, online at LitReactor, and 
through Literary Arts’ Writers In The 
Schools program. 
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Interviewed By Amos Mac 
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homas Page McBee is what I’d 
‘E call a real writer's writer. His novel 

Man Alive (City Lights, 2014) blew 
my mind while simultaneously blowing the 
lid off of the way trans male narratives have 
been presented in non-fiction. His work 
has been published everywhere from The 
New York Times to BuzzFeed, and he even 
held the title of VICE’s masculinity expert. 
He is currently working on an upcoming 
story for Playboy on trans athletes and get 
this—they pitched the topic to him. He also 
owns a really intense pigeon mask, which 
! quickly became obsessed with. Let’s find 
out more about Thomas Page McBee! 


Amos Mac: I read Man Alive in two 

days. It was so poetic. I knew you in San 
Francisco when you were going through 
some of what is featured in the book, so 
reading about it was haunting and quite 
beautiful. 

Thomas Page McBee: Well, I’m glad. 


Man Alive is not the traditional trans 
narrative which is important, there’s 

a lot more going on. | actually want 

to send it to my mom to show her the 
scope of the trans narrative. 

Let me know if you do and how she reacts, 
it seems to be a big hit with moms! My 
mother passed away and didn’t get to 
read it. She read an early draft and gave 
me feedback about how she wanted it 

to be different because she’s such a big 
part of the book. She wasn’t able to read 

it to know that it had changed which | was 
disappointed about. When she died last 
year it was right when people were starting 
to read it and | was able to let her know 
that people over all loved her character in 
the book so that was really nice. 


As a writer, how do you open up to this 
level of honesty? 

| think writing the Self-Made Man column 
(therumpus.net) was helpful, and also 
being isolated, because | was in New 
England and it’s not like | was surrounded 
by my friends. | almost feel in a certain 
way | have to work harder now to write so 
vulnerably as opposed to before, when | 
felt | just needed to connect with people 
in a way. 


It was about feeling isolated and starting 
to transition in a place where there weren’t 
a lot of trans people and my instinct is to 
connect when | feel lost, so that’s what 

| was doing. With the book | had already 
written a lot of it but the revising is where 
things got kind of deep and made sense 
and connected. It wasn’t like when | write 
for the Internet, which | was doing a lot of, 
where | would be writing something and 

a few days later it would be online and 
people would react to it. It wasn’t that I 
was less vulnerable but | do think there is 
a protectiveness that comes when you’re 
doing something all the time. | think the 
book required me to not think about what 
would happen once it got into the world or 
else | wouldn’t have been able to do it. 


I feel the exact same way about this 
magazine. If | would’ve thought about it 
before putting out the first issue I never 
would’ve done it. 

It’s a certain kind of fearlessness. 


It’s a survival skill. If you’re doing 

a project and you feel like it has to 
be done... 

It’s also a certain recklessness of 
personality, which | think I have, and 
I’m fine with. | take big risks in work and 
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relationships and in life and the way | do it 
is by not looking before | leap. | feel things 
out instinctually and say, “Does this feel 
right?” If it does | just do it, | don’t weigh 
the pros and cons and get really rational 
and think about consequences. 


In the beginning of Man Alive you write, 
“This is an adventure story about how 
I quit being a ghost.” Can you talk 
about that? 

There’s a whole part about “a stranger 
comes to town” versus “a hero goes on 

a journey.” The book is about building a 
narrative, when actually life is chaos and 
often doesn’t quite make a lot of sense, 
but you have a sense that there are 
meaningful things that have happened. 
Building a narrative using the tools that 
exist is basically what the book is about, 
which is why | don’t think it’s a book 
about transition or being trans. It’s about 
becoming a person. 


VICE has called you a masculinity 
expert. What the hell is that (laughs)? 
That’s tongue and cheek. 


On a serious note | wanted to be in charge 
of my narrative about my transition and 
about being a trans man in the world, 
which for me personally has a lot about 
being a man in the world. My book is a 

lot about that process. There are a lot 

of conversations about being trans and 

| think that’s important and | have those 
too but | don’t think there are enough 
conversations about masculinity and what 
being a man really means. And because | 
have the privilege of passing and moving 
around in certain worlds where people 
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don’t always know I’m trans | think | have 
a way of start having different types of 
dialogues with men especially that other 
people don’t always get the chance to 
have. Being a masculinity expert was a lot 
about that, and about being on top of that 
and pushing for that conversation. 


How is your experience with dealing 
with the same tired and often insulting 
trans questions during mainstream 
media interviews? 

| really try to model for who ever is 
interviewing me the way to communicate 
with other human beings, and | think in 

a way it just works with people. Its not 

like I’m faking it, | just try to say often in 

an interview, “Well like a lot of men, I’ve 
had this experience” or “Yes, being trans 
is unique and a specific experience, just 
like a lot of other unique, specific human 
experiences that all exist within the human 
condition” and “If you’ve ever been though 
a major change, uprooted your life and 
don’t something radically different that 
what you’ve done so far, than you can 
connect to this story.” 


If other people are going to tell our stories 
anyway, than at least it should be in a way 
of empathy and connection and not from a 
place of “othering” and “isn’t this strange.” 


What are you working on right now? 

I'm writing a book based on stories and 
articles I’m writing, but I’m also writing 
original essays and journalism type stories 
about masculinity from obviously a million 
different angles. The main idea is to go 
into all-male spaces and report back. 


Can you fill me in on the spaces 

or topics? 

White collar boxing, because it’s so 
strange. It’s like these very rich bankers, 
going into amateur gyms to pay a lot 

of money and be trained by guys who 

put their bodies on the line for $500 
throughout their careers and who have no 
money and its a really weird vibe. | wrote a 
whole essay about barbershops and 

my experience. 


I'm trying to find some MRA’s 
to figure out about that world. 
Spaces like that. | want to talk 
to some stay at home dads, 
which aren't really all male 
spaces but its like, men in 
different roles. | want to go 

to a fraternity. Spaces where 
men gather. 


What are you reading 

right now? 

The Short and Tragic Life of 
Robert Peace by Jeff Hobbs. 


It’s a non-fiction book about this kid from 
Newark who has a tough life and ends up 
going to Yale and it meets a tragic end and 
his roommate becomes a reporter and tells 
his story. 


| love In Cold Blood by Truman Capote. 
Really narrative non-fiction. It’s journalism 
but it’s a novel. 


Do you have any advice for young 
trans writers? 

| think what’s true for young trans writers 
are true for all writers. Base level reality. 
I’ve been a writer since | was 9 and now 


fine—but it was more that my 
la life would become eclipsed 
] by other things in my life and | 
would stop. 
My advice is, if its something 
that you love doing, you can’t 
stop doing it, and you can’t 
worry about stopping. You 
(SE ee] 


Thomas Page McBee 


I'm finally at a point where I’m like, “This is 
never going to stop.” 


A lot of being an artist is getting right 
with yourself, growing up as a person. If 

| could change anything at all about my 
own process it would be to not worry 

so much about it, to reassure that | was 
great at this and | loved doing it. It wasn’t 
even that the rejection was getting me 
down, and there was a ton of that—I’m a 


relentless optimist so that was 
| 


find your way. You find the way 
to do it that works for you. It 
might not be the way it works 
for other people, or the way 
you envision it, and | don’t think there’s one 
path. | write for big pop outlets, and then 

| wrote a literary book, but | had no idea 

if anyone was going to publish it or care. 
Even if no one read this book or if | hadn’t 
written it, | still would’ve been a writer 
because | write all the time. So | think that 
finding a way to be relentless is the thing, 
and being in charge of your own story. | 
think trans writers especially need to be 
conscious of that. 


To keep in touch, go to thomaspagemcbee.com. 
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ince co-editing (with Zander Keig) 

my own anthology of trans men’s 

personal narratives, Manning Up 
(Transgress Press, 2014), I’ve received 
a lot of inquiries from other trans men 
wondering how to get their books 
published. Here are the nuts-and-bolts 
answers to the top three questions | 
receive about the publishing industry, 
as based on my personal experience. 
Happy writing! 


How do | get my book published? 
That’s a bear of a question! My first piece 
of advice: Start getting smaller work (like 
short stories, poems, or essays) published 
in digital magazines, newspapers, 
chapbooks, anthologies, and literary 
journals. This will help establish your 
name and develop a bit of a readership 
(publishers will always ask if you have a 
built-in fan base!), and will also get you 
used to editorial feedback and (yes, | have 
to go there) rejection letters. 


Second, decide how you want your book 
to be published. The Internet has really 
changed the publishing game, so you 
have some options. When the average 
person thinks about “getting published,” 
they likely envision working with one of the 
major New York publishing houses, like 
Simon and Schuster or Houghton Mifflin. 
But there are also plenty of midsized 
publishers like Arsenal or Beacon, as 
well as hundreds of small, independent 
presses like Topside and Transgress. Do 
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your research on smaller publishers and 
see if their current titles jive with your own 
work. | find trans writers often like working 
with smaller publishers, who are often 
more down-to-earth in their relations and 
allow the author to retain more “control” 
over their evolving manuscript (which is 
so important, say, if you’re writing a trans 
fictional character!)—but know that they 
have a smaller audience reach. 


Lastly, self-publishing has become a 
seriously viable option. Once stigmatized 
as “unprofessional,” self-published authors 
are getting better and better, and more 
and more acclaim. There have been some 
great self-published books by trans men— 
for instance, Teeny Weenies by Matt Kailey 
or Refuse by Elliot DeLine. One word of 
caution: If you choose to seif-publish, it is 
always worth it to hire a professional cover 
designer. This is an industry where people 
sincerely do still “judge books by their 
covers,” and you automatically reduce 
your casually interested readership (your 
diehard fans won't care, of course!) when 
the cover seems “amateur.” 


Further, you must work with a professional 
editor (see below)—there is no such thing 
as publishing an excellent book without 
support. Lastly, know that once you sign 
with a publisher, your job goes from being 
“writer” to being “self-publicist”—expect 
to do at least a year of connecting with 
readers, updating your website, touring, 
and more! 


Why do I need an editor? 
Any publisher will, by and large, want to 
see your manuscript only after you yourself 
have edited it several times—when it’s 

as close to “best” and “done” as you can 
make it without receiving further input from 
professional editors. Having an editor (or 
several) is not a ‘skippable’ step in the 
publishing process, and it’s often one 

that new writers themselves 
need to invest in to get their 
manuscript polished enough 
before sending out to presses 
or literary agents. People in 
the industry can tell if a book’s 
been edited or not—and it 
often makes all the difference 
between getting signed or 
getting a rejection letter. 


If a publisher signs you, they 
will assign you editors, but 
your best bet is to hire at least 
one (a freelancer, a company, or maybe 

a professional editor friend who’s feeling 
generous)). | find this is often hard advice 
for trans writer to hear, since we're from a 
historically socio-economically vulnerable 
community—i.e. most of us don’t have 
cash just lying around to spend. But 
editors are simply not expendable when 

a writer gets to the publishing stage in 
their work. 


Should I try to get a literary agent? 
The purpose of agents is to up your 
chances of having a publisher sign you. 


If you’re looking to have your book reach 
the widest audience, you might be looking 
to publish with a larger house, and that’s 
where having an agent comes in even 
handier (some publishers will simply not 
read un-agented manuscripts). Agents 
have insider connections and know how 
to “talk up” a book in a way that appeals 
to publishers (who are usually quite 
concerned with its marketing 
potential). An agent, like an 
editor, may be able to make 
suggestions about how to 
make your book appeal even 
more to your target audiences. 


Landing an agent, though, can 
be almost as hard as landing 
a publishing contract. It’s 

the same deal: You do your 
research for the right fit, and 
hope someone will bite. If an 
agent does sign with you, you 
do have a much better chance of your 
book being published by a press—but 
there’s no guarantee. In exchange, your 
agent will receive 15% of your royalties. 


Mitch Kellaway has written for Advocate.com, 
Everyday Feminism and The Huffington Post. 
He co-edited Manning Up: Transsexual Men 
on Finding Brotherhood, Family & Themselves 
(Transgress Press). 
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http:www.myDoubleDesign.com 


High quality chest binders for ftm and transgender men. 
FREE Shipping and FREE Returm! 
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CELEBRATES 
TRANS WRITERS, 
READERS & 
PUBLISHERS 


WWW.LAMBDALITERARY.ORG 


Transgender 
: Portraits 
aN from Mexico 


Bordered Lives: Transgender Portraits from Mexico 
Kike Arnal / Introduction by Susan Stryker 


“A record of the lives of courageous Mexicans who have taken 
nontraditional gender out of the category of the freakish and 
into the realm of the humanly possible. Breathtaking.” 
—Alma Guillermoprieto, author of Looking for History and The Heart That Bleeds 


“Photography can make a powerful contribution to the spread of 
tolerance simply by making people visible to each other. 
This is just what Bordered Lives does, without fuss or frills.” 
—Peter Galassi, former chief curator of photography, The Museum of Modern Art 


“Too often the faces around us are lost and their stories are ignored. 
The photographs in Bordered Lives allow us to linger and discover new worlds.” 
—David Mixner, author of Stranger Among Friends 


THE NEW PRESS 
Publishing in the Public Interest 


Se www.thenewpress.com 


FTM FITNESS WORLD 
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FOR TRANSMEN, TRANSWOMEN, AND THEIR ALLIES 
Fitness | Nutrition | Wellness | Sexuality | Spirituality | Finances 
Featuring the 2nd annual bodybuilding competition for T-men! 
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Atlanta Georgia 2015 


Volume 1 « Number 4 + November 2014 


Trans Culturat Production 
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Transgender Studies Quarterly 
Paisley Currah and Susan Stryker, editors 


Over the past two decades, transgender i 
studies has become fertile ground for REGISTER TODAY! 
new approaches to cultural analysis. Come Join Us And Check Out The Amazing Lineup Of 2015 Keynote Speakers! 
This journal offers a high-profile venue You're Not Going To Want To Miss It! 


for innovative research and scholarship 


that examines how “transgender” comes 


ies i> < 
into play as a rubric for understanding 
the variability and contingency of gender \" 
across time, space, and cultures. 
Neo:L. Sandja Buck Angel _Kortney Ziegler me Yan Sallans 
President/F cunder FTM Speaker, advocate, Trans sex icon Entrepreneur, . award Public speaker, diversity trainer, 
World, Speaker, Life Coach eer heee winning scholar, and writer. consultart, |. publisher and author. 


Individuals $45 | Students $28 
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GET THE RIGHT TOOLS 
FOR THE JOB 


The Tool Shed has binders, packing gear, 


10 QUESTIONS 


Current Location: % STP devices, harnesses, realistic dildos, 
ee ee pumps, books, DVDs & other 
Favorite Memoir: : good stuff for trans guys. 


Autobiography by Morrissey 


Favorite Non-Fiction Book: Fast, discreet delivery. 


Tastes of Paradise: A Social History of 
Spices, Stimulants, and Intoxicants by 
Wolfgang Schivelbus) 


Favorite Fiction Book: 
American Pastoral by Philip Roth Re. - 


Most Inspiring Trans* Writer: 
Leslie Feinberg 


ee, 
Most Supportive Person In My Life: 
My partner, Joey 
My Earliest Memory That Involves Writing: ; ; 
An early memory | have is reading Harry Potter Y Qe He : 
and the Prisoner of Azkaban 12 times between 5th 6) L ih & 
and 6th grade. i : @ ; 
\sHEeDS 
Besides Writing, | Spend A Lot Of Time: _ 
With my cats and traveling. teat 4 
A hac 
' 
A Trans* Narrative That | Feel Is Not Written 
About Enough; / - THE TOOL SHED 
Trans people with mental illnesses | An Erotic Boutique 
Milwaukee, WI 


When | Get Writer’s Block, I: 
Figure | need to. go out and experience 
some more life. 


“i www.toolshedtoys.com 


wy Quality products * Knowledgeable staff + Trans & partner friendly 


“Gender 
is wart 
poetry 
each of 
us makes 
out of the 
language 
we are 
taught.” 


BEYOND PINK OR BLI 


